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REMEMBER THE BATHS IN WHICH YOU PLUNGED

I WOKE with this marble head in my hands

Which tires my elbows and I do not know where to put it,

It fell in the dream as I was rising from the dream

Thus our lives joined and it will be hard for them to disentangle

I look into the eyes which are neither shut nor open
I speak to the mouth which continually tries to speak
I hold the cheeks which have come through the skin
I can do no more;

My hands vanish and move towards me
Mutilated.

AND THE NAME IS ORESTES

Into the sling, into the sling again, the sling

How many laps, how many circles of blood, how many dark

Tiers; the people who watch me

Who were watching when on the chariot

Splendid, I raised my hand, and they applauded.

The foam of the horses spatters me, when will the horses weary?

The axle grinds, the axle glows, when will the axle catch fire?

When will the reins snap, when will the hooves tread full on the ground

On the soft grass, among the poppies where

In spring you picked a daisy.

They were beautiful, your eyes, but you did not know where to look

Nor did I, I without a country

Who am struggling here, how many laps of the course

And my knees fail me above the axle

Above the wheels above the cruel course

The knees fail easily when the gods wish it,

None can escape, strength is in vain you cannot

Escape from the sea which cradled you and which you seek

In this hour of struggle among the panting of the horses

With the reeds which sang in autumn in the Lydian mode

The sea which you cannot recover although you run

Although you circle in front of the dark Eumenides in their boredom,

Unforgiven.
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